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	Why Storms Are Named After People: Oneshot

My Little Secret - Cavo

And I can't sleep from thinking 'bout you  
>And I can't tell lies from the truth<br>And I can't hide you like this for very much longer

* * *

><p>"<em>Harry! Harry! Come quick, there isn't much time!" Harry scrambled towards his wife. Ginny was bleeding heavily. <em>

"_Oh, Ginny, we need to get you out of here." Harry was panicking, Voldemort was hot on their trail. Harry watched the blood trickle from the side of Ginny's head, she had been hit, bad. He needed to get her out of there, quickly and silently. Harry couldn't keep dragging her place to place while being followed by a hoard of deatheaters and demons alike. Their numbers were too strong, and fatigue of the chase was getting to them. Maybe twenty years prior, the Potters could have escaped with little issue, but now it they were truly struggling. "Anywhere, Ginny. Just think of somewhere we haven't tried yet," Harry paused listening to the attacking spells beating down the protective barriers, it was only a matter of time. _

_Ginny cupped Harry's face, her old, delicate hands trembling. Harry wiped away the thick tears that rolled down her cheeks. _

"_Don't cry Ginny, we'll get through this, we always do." She smiled weakly, but it didn't reach her eyes. _

"_Harry, I need you to do something for me," Ginny shook when a deafening boom came from behind her, they had broken through the barrier. "This is very important Harry, you need to listen to me and do this carefully." _

"_Anything Ginny. I promise." _

"_Go Harry. I will only slow you down." Harry shook his head, his eyes clenched, and his lips trembling. "Please Harry be strong. I'm injured, I will only slow you down." _

"_But Ginny, I can't do this without you." He didn't have the nerve to leave her there, he couldn't betray his one and only in order to save himself. Ginny pulled him close, kissing him sweetly. Fat tears rolled down both of their cheeks, threating to fall on each other. They both knew this was a goodbye, even though Harry didn't want to accept it. _

"_I will always love you Harry." She pushed a portkey into Harry's empty hands. _

"_NO! No Ginny, I love you!" Harry could see Ginny fall as he began to spin into oblivion. They had gotten her, they had taken his wife and he had cowardly gotten away. _

"Harry, Harry, wake up!" Ginny shook her husband trying to stir him awake. His night screaming had awoken Albus, who was screaming as feverishly as his father was. She bounced Albus back and forth in her arms trying to calm him. She shouted at him again, "Harry!"

Harry shot up, greeted by the dark of his room and a thin veil of sweat. "Harry, are you alright?" He turned to see Ginny, a young Ginny, trying to comfort his baby son. Harry held his head, trying to gain his bearings, had he been dreaming again? It was so vivid, so real.

"Was I having a nightmare?" Ginny nodded her head, Albus was slowly calming down. Harry felt terrible, he had frighten the baby and his wife.

"Harry, it sounded like someone was torturing you. Are you alright?" Harry shook his head, ashamed of causing such an outburst.

"Yeah, I mean yes. I'm fine I think, just shaken up."

"It's been years Harry, maybe you should consider talking to someone about these night terrors."

"Ginny, you don't understand. I'm not dreaming of the past, I'm not dreaming of anything real at all. But it felt so real, as if I had lived through it."

"Tell me what happen, maybe it will make more sense." She turned and placed the now docile baby back into his bassinet at the foot of the bed. Ginny sauntered over and sat next to her husband, concerned. "Go ahead."

Harry couldn't look at his wife, would she judge him for tale? He felt Ginny tip his head up, all doubt left him when they connected eyes. Why would he ever doubt his wife, his beautiful Ginny?

"Well, I'm not entirely sure where to start."

"How about tonight's dream?"

"I, erm, I just." Harry took a deep breath in, he was chilled now from his sweating, and he needed to clear his head. He felt Ginny cup his hand, her skin felt so soft next to his. Just as it did in the dream.

"Take your time, I'll wait as long as you need me to."

"No, Ginny. It's just in this dream, we were, were so much older. Maybe like thirty some years older, or more than that. We really looked aged."

"Was it just the two of us?" Harry shook his head, signaling no. "Okay."

"I know this sounds crazy but we were being chased by Voldemort. Hordes of Deatheaters and… demons were attacking where we were hiding."

"Demons?"

"Yes, yes. They were definitely weren't normal. And, and you were hurt, you were bleeding from your head. I was scared, we were both scared." Harry could feel his heart race again, just talking about it made his skin crawl, it seemed too real to be a dream.

"It's okay, just breathe."

"Well, we were hiding and I was trying to think of a place to hide and you told me to promise you something. You told me to leave you there, you would only hinder my escape. I didn't want to accept it. I wasn't going to leave you there to be captured. But you told me you loved me and shoved a portkey in my hands. And I was forced to leave you behind."

"That sounds like quite a vivid dream." Harry carried on as if he didn't hear Ginny.

"What I don't understand is that if you had a portkey, why you didn't just take us to safety? We could have left together, we could have been together."

"Maybe dream me was more hurt than you realized, or I was tired of the chase?"

"I would have never left you, I would have taken you with me."

"And that is probably was why I made you leave. Your heart was in the right place Harry but it was always your destiny to fight Voldemort, not mine."

"But Ginny, I would never leave, not now, not ever."

"I know Harry. But these are dreams, I'm not going anywhere."

"But that's the problem Ginny. These can't be dreams. I've had so many of these dreams, it's like, it's like they are memories. Memories of a different life."

"Maybe…" Harry cut his wife off.

"No Ginny. I've even dreamt of our children before they were even born. We had two sons and a daughter. We gave them to a family in the Americas to raise while we fought off Voldemort."

"But Harry, we don't have a daughter, not yet. And Voldemort is gone, there would be no reason to put the children in hiding."

"Yes, but in that reality he didn't die. He survived the battle of Hogwarts."

"When did you start having these dreams?" Harry turned away from his wife. "Harry?"

"The night after _he_ died. Ron and Hermonie had to reassure me that it was all just a dream. That we had really won. It's just the fact that I keep seeing these glimpses of another life. There is no way that I could have imagined all of this in so much detail. I've seen the good and the bad. I've probably watched us live out twenty years while I'm asleep."

"I think we should go talk to someone. You can't keep living like this."

"But it's all I've ever known."

* * *

><p><strong>Season Four Finale Charmed<strong>

"We did the best we could. We tried every way possible to make this work, but it," Phoebe's lips trembled. "Wasn't meant to be." She could see Cole's heart break once again, she quickly added, "And it wasn't because we didn't love each other. It's just uh… Love wasn't enough. So now we, we have to move on. Ok? The both of us." Cole looked away, his love was lost.

"You better go, before the beast attacks." Phoebe turned from Cole only taking a few steps, she turned back to say more, but she knew she shouldn't. It was for the best, she say what she felt needed to be said. She smiled weakly, as she disappeared.

Vivian and the boys appeared from behind another boulder in the wasteland.

"Why didn't you tell her?" Vivian was confused. He wanted to see her so bad and he just pushed her away.

"Because, she wants to let me go." Cole mumbled, Vivian barely could hear his reply.

"Fight for her, damn it! She's your true love!"

"You think I don't know that! I can't make her think any different."

"Don't worry about what she thinks now, her mind can always change. It's in her heart, the heart doesn't change its loyalties so easily."

"I'm down here for that very reason. I made her choose, and she chose them!"

"But she came here. She wanted you to end your suffering! She still cares!"

"She doesn't want to even…" Vivian cut her father off.

"Snap out of it. We have work to do. You, we, will see her again! Do you understand?"

For the first time since Phoebe had left, Cole looked at his daughter. Vivian reminded him so much of his love it almost hurt, the stubborn attitude, the dazzling smile and her heart. Phoebe and Vivian could almost love too much, they were cut from the same cloth.

"Yes, yes we will."


End file.
